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And had her billes oversein, They shulden have answere ayein. Of this counseil they weren glad And writen, as the king bem bad, And every man his owne boke Into the kinges hond betoke. And he it to his doughter sende And praide her for to rnake an ende And write ayein her owne honde, Right as she in her herte fonde.
The billes weren well received, J But she hath all her loves weived And thoughte tho was time and space ,po put ker .^ j^ faders grace
And wrote ayein and thus she saide :
The shame, which is in a maide, With speche dare nought be unloke, But in writing it may be. spoke. So write I to you, fader, thus, But if I have Appollinus, Of all this world what so betide, I woll non other man abide. And certes if I of him faile, I wot right well withoute faile, Ye shull for me be doughterles. This letter came, and there was pres To-fore the king, there as he stode. And whan that he it understode, He yave hem answere by and by. But that was done so prively, That none of others counseil wiste. They toke her leve, and where hem liste, They wente forth upon her wey.
The king ne wolde nought bewrey, The counseil for no maner high, ApPo"?mT?on But suffreth till he time sigh.
g